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ILITARY experts pointed to the outbreak in the 
Balkans as proof that universal peace is still a 
long way off. Dr. Exior himself didn’t think its 
chances were very good when he recently toured the world, and so far 
as southern Europe is concerned his judgment has been confirmed with 
a vengeance. Peace Congresses may convene and adjourn, but they 
will never prevent a war like the Balkan war. Political wars, wars of 
conquest based upon a ruler’s ambition, will probably grow less frequent 
as the years pass and peace becomes fashionable, but wars like the one 
in the Balkans, in which every soldier feels a personal grudge against 
the common enemy, will go on, we suspect, for some centuries. Reports 
state that the allied troops were imbued with a solitary idea: namely, 
to get about twelve inches of 
steel into the nearest Turk, and 
with as little waste of time as 
possible. Being killed was a 
mere incidental to the main 
achievement; if one bayonet 
did n’t reach the Turk, another 
beside it would, or one just 
behind. Officers were not re- 
quired to urge the men on. 
Their job seems often to have 
been to keep the reserves off 
the skirmish line; and we read 
of one regiment of Bulgars 
which disregarded its officers 
altogether, and went into action 
at the vociferous suggestion of 
a single sergeant. In_ short, 
the Balkans had a grievance— 
a grievance which had been 
bequeathed from father to son 
and from son to grandson, and 
that sort of a grievance, we 
very much fear, will never be 
settled by a band of dignified 
gentlemen solemnly convened 
in the guise of a Court of 
Arbitration at the Hague. 


THE MEN 
' 
BEHIND A WAR. 
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Wirth tolerable frequency the 
papers—or rather some of 
the papers—print accounts of ° 
the money there is in Municipal 
Ownership. The items bear 
foreign date-lines, and they 
show that this or that city in 
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Europe has made a handsome profit for the year out of its operation 
of street-railways and other public utilities. Take the clipping in 
triumph to an opponent of public ownership and operation, and he will 
throw cold water on your young joy by saying: “Yes, but ¢#at was in 
Europe. Public ownership of public utilities will never go in this 
country. There’s too much graft here.” He will point out to you 
further that in Europe it is considered an honor to be in politics; that 
the humblest city employee feels himself an important part of the State. 
Public ownership under such conditions is both feasible and proper. In 
America, he will tell you, with a shake of his head, politics is something 
which every decent man strives to keep out of; and that those who are 
in it, from the top-notch official down to the lowliest, regard public 
service as opportunity and in- 
centive to get some easy money 
at the public expense. Which 
is why, he concludes, a city 
always pays twice as much for 
anything as a private concern 
would. Graft, in other words. 
This is sad, if true, and there 
is unfortunately a whole lot of 
truth in it. Graft, however, is 
simply the result of the public’s 
indifference to its own busi- 
ness, and we imagine if the 
inhabitants of American cities 
knew how materially the profits 
of honestly-conducted munici- 
pal ownership would reduce 
their taxes—this being based 
on the revenue. from public 
utilities abroad—they would 
confess themselves 
powerless in the grasp of 
grafters; and, what is worse, 
grafters of their own elevation 
to power. A nameless fear of 
something called Socialism also 
deters a great many well-mean- 
ing citizens from learning a 
lesson from Germany and Scot- 
land, and this fear a plutocratic 
press has always played upon. 
The Post-Office is Socialistic, 
however, and is just taking 
upon itself the Parcels Post, 
which likewise is Socialistic in 
the extreme. Would you have 
it otherwise ? 


cease to 
























ECONOMY. 


HATEVER you do,” advises the 
man who has made his 
fortune, ‘“‘save a little 
each week. Figure so 
much for food, so much 
for clothes, so much for 


*—~ rent, so much for insur- 
oll ance, so much for inci- 

su got. . 
—“— dentals—and so much to 


putintothe bank. This last 
item is the only one you cannot afford to cut 
dawn.” (That’s pretty sensible talk, too.) 

“It does n’t pay to cut down on your clothes,” 
says the successful business man, ‘Success is 
largely a matter of putting up a good appear- 
ance. You cannot expect to make good if you 
look shabby.” (That sounds to me like sheer 
common sense.) 

“Don’t try to economize on your food,” says 
the health expert. ‘Ihe better food you eat, 
the better work you will do. The engine can’t 
be expected to run without fuel.” (I guess we 
sha’n’t try to contradict that.) 

“It always pays to live in the best residence 
and the best locality possible,” says the man of 
the world. “Living in a cheap neighborhood is 
poor economy. ‘The better localities are gener- 

.ally more -healthful, and living in them helps 
you in a business way.” (And that’s a pretty 
good argument.) 

“Tt’s all right to save,” says the 
person who knows, “but don’t try 
to do it by cutting down on your 
amusements. You are entitled to 
a little fun now and then, and a 
generous amount of amusement 
and recreation will help to fit you 
for the serious business of life.” 
(Now, how are you going to argue 
against that proposition ?) 

“There is one matter you should 
never neglect,” says the insurance 
man, “and that is proper pro- 
tection for your wife and children. 
The more insurance you carry 
the better they will be provided 
for.” (Granted. Let us then, by 
all means, have insurance.) 

We have now disposed of the 
matters of food, clothing, shelter, 
amusement, and insurance; and 
no sane person will deny that we 
have disposed of them well. But 
if we spend what we ought to for 
proper food, proper clothing, proper 
housing, and all the rest, our money 
will give out long before we get 


arent 





Br i es. Ye eid 


DOING THE TURKEY-TROT. 


thing. After showing you all these difficulties 
in the way of true and rightful economy, it 
would hardly be decent of me not to point out 
some remedy; and you will be glad to know that 
I have found one place, only one, where it is 





THE SICK BENEFIT. 
MCSWEGAN. — Now, remimber, Norah: Oi git 
twinty darlers a wake as long as Oi’m sick. So get 
th’ worst docthor ye kin foind ! 


possible to save something. After thinking it all 
over, I have decided that we can all save—the 
trouble of trying to save anything! That’s 
about what we do, anyway. Walter G. Doty 
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Abin, Biel 


COT 


AN IMPROVING TALE. 


(MORAL THROWN IN FREE.) 


[ Read this aloud to the little ones at home on some 
cold winter night, and then lick the daylights out of 
them if they don’t like it.] 

[* the woods a young Lamb once looked 
down into a dell to see there a Crane with 
his head in a trap. 

“Come,” said the Mouse, “I will make a 
bargain: If you will gnaw with your sharp 
teeth the Old Man and his Son who are now 
coming over the bridge I will get you the 
Cheese from the Lion.” 

But a Wolf passing by, who had heard 
these fine words before, cried in a loud voice: 
* Pickled Persimmons should begin at Home, 
because where there’s Meat there’s Gravy!” 
And at that the little Bird ate up the Boy. 

Mora/.—Better late than lose the Beauty Sleep. 


REMARKS OF MRS. YOUNGWIFE 
AT INTERVALS THROUGH THE DAY. 


se + igs "RE the dearest husband that ever, 
ever was!” 

“T never in all my life saw such a cross-patch 
as you are! Honestly, Henry, no other woman 
in the world would live with you two minutes.” 

“'That’s a darling!” 

“Henry, you're a horrid old monster.” 

“I never thought any man could be so dear. 
Your hair is so soft and curly, too.” 
“I’m going home to mother.” 

“Henry, you do say just the 
dearest things tome. I never knew 
that a man could be so kind.” 

“TI hate you! You’re a spiteful 
old thing.” 

* Don’t lift that, Henry. You'll 
tire yourself all out.” 

“Honestly, Henry, in all my 
days I never saw such a lazy man.” 


ei 


*] hate you! 
*T love you!” 

And at night, when he recalled 
all his wife’s stray remarks, taking 
each to heart, he concluded that 
he was just the average, ordinary 
sort of man. Most likely he was 
right. Donald A. Kahn. 


WHAT’S THE USE? 


a am proud to say that 
my son is not a professional 
football player. His college has 
never paid him a cent for playing. 
GILtis.— How is he working his 
way through then? 








to the bank-account portion of it. 

Nevertheless we must not forget that 
this item is the most important of all. 
We have simply got to save on some- 


YounG DucKLinc.— What shall we do, sweetheart ? 


THE ENGAGEMENT-RING. 


wear it now that you ’ve got it! 





You can’t 


Witits.—Two of the wealthy 
alumni gave him a job soliciting for 
their laundry, and they pay him $150 
for every shirt he brings in. 
































5°) ae Ovtp Harvarpb and Dear Old Yale (or any other two dear old 
colleges you may prefer) were plaving the game that made the foot 
Fluttering pennants; chill, crisp autumn air; cheering youths; 
pretty girls; rah-rah, and all that sort of thing. ‘The score was a tie. 

Suddenly old Biff Bullgore raised his hand. Biff was the umpire. 
Dear Old Biff! In his four years at Cornell he had potted an average 
of two Pennsylvania guards per season. 

Biff held up his hand. “ Yale's ball.” 
“| appeal,” said Booty Wilkerson, Harvard’s 
captain, in a simple, manly voice. 

The game stopped, and _ twenty 
minutes passed while a court composed 
of the referee and the two linesmen sat 
on the case. The bleachers waited 
patiently till the court announced its 
finding. 

“We reverse Dear Old Biff,” they 
said. “It is Harvard’s ball. Heartily, 
lads—three times three for Harvard!” 

“‘T appeal,” said Pickaxe Jones, the 
Yale captain, quietly. 

‘The players covered themselves with 

blankets; the packed bleachers stamped and 
the grand-stand sent down and borrowed their chauffeurs’ 
coats. All the while the case was being argued before a conference 
consisting of all the athletic coaches in the United States. The pleas 
on each side lasted for six months before the final summing up began. 
Two witnesses fainted on the stand. A hypothetical question put to 
Biff Buligore lasted two days. 

“Vale,” said the coaches, in an opinion covering one hundred and 
forty-eight typewritten pages. 

“IT appeal,” said Booty Wilkerson, in a simple, manly voice. 

While the case was being presented to a special session of the col- 
lege presidents of America the football players retired into their respect- 
ive dressing-rooms to read poetry and match quotations from Horace. 
‘The rooters settled themselves for a long intermission, rising from their 
seats only every week or so at the call of their respective cheer-leaders. 
Down in the press-box a new pack of cards was produced; the cub re- 
porters took off their coats and hoped that at last luck would change. 
Albert Fitzroy Darcy, the celebrated Englishman who had come over on 
purpose to see the game, complained bitterly because no hot tea was to 
be found anywhere. 

The deliberations lasted two years and the decision was unequivo- 
cally in favor of Harvard. 

“I appeal,” said Pickaxe Jones, quietly. 

It was decided to settle the case by a postal-card vote of all the 
alumni of the higher institutions of learning in the United States. It 
took five years to gather and tabulate the returns. By the time they 
were in a full beard was the rule 


famous. 










“1 appray,” sawp 
Booty Wincasod 


whistled ; 











“I appeal,” said Dear Old Booty Wilkerson, in a simple, manly 
“T appeal to Theodore.” 

To Theodore the case went. 
than formerly, but his voice had the old ring. 


voice. 
The good old man was grayer now 
With a kindly snap of 
his teeth he gave it to Harvard. Dear Old Pickaxe appealed to the 
Supreme Court, and then the issue was fought out in a stubborn- 
contested general election. 

It was November 15th, 1925, a date long to be remembered, when 
the ultimate appeal was decided. 

The bleachers stood up and cheered. 
Likewise the reporters’ benches. 

Empires had risen and fallen; kings had died and been succeeded. 
Inventions had revolutionized humanity. Yet there sat the patient band 
of rooters uncomplainingly waiting for the game to be finished. Middle- 
aged rooters had grown old; girls who had entered the gates with their 
hair down their backs had married; smaller rooters with good cheering 
voices, but with no hair on their heads and addicted to a milk diet, had 
appeared. The souse with which Buck Henderson, ’gg9, had begun the 
game had died out, and for the first time since graduation Buck was 
entirely sober. Eighteen cheer-leaders with broken voices had gone 
aloft to lead the heavenly choirs. 

It was this scene that the twenty-two players looked on as they 
marched out to accept the will of the people. 

But the players had changed too. 
You would hardly have recognized 
Dear Old Pickaxe Jones or Dear Old 
Sooty Wilkerson in the two old gentle- 
men in tattered sweaters and moleskins 
who looked as though they might be 
the Twin Hermits from Lost Mountain. 

Cane in each hand, Biff Bullgore — 
Dear Old Biff—tottered out on the field. 

“The people have decided,” an- 
nounced Biff, “that the whole game 
is to be played over.” 

“T accept,” said Wilkerson, in a 
quiet, manly voice. ‘We will play it 
over according to the 1925 rules.” 

“I accept,” said Jones quietly, “but we will play it out according 
to the rules which were in force when the game was begun.” 

“Jones is right,” said Biff. 

“1 appeal,” said Wilkerson. 

“T’ll leave it to the referee and the two linesmen,” said Biff. It 
was an unfortunate move. 

Two years previously the last peanut on the grounds had_ been 
eaten, the last pennant waved to tatters, and the last drop of pop had 
been drunk. As the rooters saw this new appeal in progress they 
were unable longer to contain themselves. 

With a mad cry they swarmed 
over the ropes—out into the field— 


So did the grand-stand. 










1 APPEAL sap 
Winer sod 





among the masculine section of the 
spectators, while many a maiden 
lady who had come to the game in 
the full bloom of a natural com- 
plexion was beginning to paint. 
Booty Wilkerson was now known as 
“ Dear Old Booty Wilkerson,” and 
the same two endearing adjectives 
were applied to Pickaxe Jones 
and Biff Bullgore. 

It seemed at first that the vote 
was a tie till Doc Nickerson, 
Wabash ’94, who was thought lost 
on an exploring expedition in 
Alaska, wandered in and cast the 
deciding vote for Yale, because he had 
once been conditioned in English by 
a professor holding a Harvard degree. 





and ate up Dear Old Biff Bull- 
gore, Dear Old Booty Wilkerson, 
Dear Old Pickaxe Jones, the other 
twenty players, the substitutes, the 
referee, and the linesmen. 

“T appeal,” were the last words 
of Dear Old Booty Wilkerson, 
spoken in his simple, manly voice, 
looking up and around for the 
last time. 

But there was no one to appeal 
to except the professional stake- 
holders, and years ago they had 
skipped off and invested their holdings 
in New York real-estate with such suc- 
cess that they had all been shot for breach- 
of-promise by prominent show- girls. 
Horatis Winslow. 











INJURED INNOCENCE. 


ING-A-LING-TING-TING-TING-TING ! 
Ting-a-ling-ting-ting-ting ! 
Hello! Why, Hello, Dearie... . 
Yes, this is Dolly....Yes.... 
Did | tell Kate....Why, no, Dear... 





Said / said you... .Oh, nonsense ! 
Your cheeks are a/ways pink... - - 





? She said / said that... .Goodness ! ! 
What must you ever think ! 
Of course [ never....Darling! 


You know I| could n’t....Bess!.... 

Some folks love to make mischief. . - - 

It hurts me, | confess, 
To think you'd believe I said that... . 

You should know me too weil.... 
Good-by! (Hangs up recetver.) 

KATE SWORE SHE ’D NEVER TELL! 

Margaret G. Hays. 





od 
REALLY! 


C' & Englishman entered the smoking-room of 
his club, and sat down in his favorite chair 








with a “ ‘Thank-heaven-I ’m-home-again” air. 
“Hulloa! That you, old top? Been to p Woradee 

New York, haven’t you?” drawled a youth THE RIGHT LEAD. 

with a monocle, waking up. Fond MAMMA (praising absent daughter).— And \’ve always affirmed that Sylvia's arms 
“Yes,” are so well shaped because | have made her do a great deal of sweeping 
“Horrid hole, they tell me.” BASUFUL YOUNG MAN (sthiving wildly to keep up his end of the conversation) — Er — 
“Really! Not my experience on the whole. does she wa/é much, Mrs. Jones? 

Some burg, I thought.” — 
“Aw! ‘Some burg.’ You’ve got a touch 

of the lingo. What the doose is ‘some burg’?” “Yes, rawther, old top. Had quite an ad- “Do they have those things there? Awrf'lly 
“Some town, dontcherknow.” venture. You’ll choke me off if I bore you? up to date.” 
« Ah—of course; but why ‘some’?” Thanks! Awfully decent of you to listen, “Oh, quite top-hole performance. Then the 
“ Means awf’lly jolly—great sport.” dontcherknow. Got to my rotten hotel in the old chap had to leave me. Thought I'd toddle 


“ How curious! Fearful rush there, and all morning, stuck my name in the book, got back to my hotel. Came to the street—Broad 
room, had a tub and a scrape, grubbed, and way, it was—and the demmed place wasn't 


that sort of bally rot,—eh, what?” 
“Horrid. Everyone beastly busy.” went out to explore the bally town. Jolly old there! Rubbed my eyes. ‘There was a build- 
“ Hotels good ?” chap to whom I had a letter took me to lunch, — ing, but not a bit like the place I had left in 
“Rawther. So changeable, though.” drove me about, dined me, and then we fagged the morning—not a bit. Asked the bobby 
“Really?” dropping monocle and sitting up. along to a music-hall.” where the Fitzan-Startson was. Beggar glared 


at me and growled: ‘Say, what’s the game? 
Can’t you see it—there!’ Awf'lly rude of him. 
Felt inclined to punch the beggar’s head, but 
didn’t. Walked into the-hall. Whole place 
seemed strange—did n’t recognize it, dontcher- 
know, but there was the clerk and the other 
johnnies I had seen in the morning. Clerk 
knew me right away, gave me the key, and I 
was sent right up in the lift. Call it an elevator 
over there— haw-haw—and dumped intoa room. 
I stared. ‘There were my traps and clothes, 
but the room wasn’t the same. Gave me quite 
a shock, so I squatted in a chair, lit a cigarette, 
and thought hard ——” 

“Really!” 

“Ves, rawther, bah jove! Was I insane, or 
what the doose was wrong with my eyes? At 
last I could n’t stand it any longer, and went 
down to the hall again. Stalked up to the clerk 
—awf'lly rude person. ‘ Beg pawdon’, I said, 
‘but where are we, dontcherknow? Are you 
quite sure I live here?’ He stared at me. 
Then he gave me some heathenish talk about 
going to bed and not bothering him. Beastly 
annoying, y’ know, but I kept my temper with 
the moth-eaten menial. ‘Beg pawdon,’ I said, 
‘but the hotel does n’t look the same to me.’ 
What d’ y’spose was the johnny’s answer?” 

“I’m no good at guessin’ games, old man. 
Drive on.” 

“Said tome: ‘Of course it don’t’—horrid 
bad grammar those fellers use—‘of course 


~ 








it don’t. We rebuilt it to-day.’” 
' ; “Really,” yawned the youth with the mon- 
SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE. ocle. “Awf'lly smart of them, awf'lly. Rather! 


BRUDDAH JOHNSING (beginning prayer-meeting).—Mah frien’s, we'll open dis evenin’ wid ——— Awf'lly American eh, what? Such go-ahead 


BRUDDAH JACKSON (dozing on front seat).— Who dat gwineter open? Gimme fo’ kyards an’ 
Ah ’ll stay. 
BRUDDAH JOHNSING (continuing)— Wid prahr foh de salvation of Bruddah Jackson’s soul! 


beggars.” 


“Oh, not so dusty,” after all, said his friend 
magnanimously. Robert W, Sneddon. 
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“THAT REMINDS ME!” 


Mrs. Fussy (0n her first visit to the Falls).—Oh, Harry! T 


hat reminds me I forgot to turn off the water in the kitchen sink! 





BABY TALK. 


HERE are just two kinds of baby talk— your own and other 
peoples’. Your own is graceful and amusing; that indulged in 

by other people is vapid and nauseating. 

When you see a small, helpless ball of a puppy you will 
remark: “Wazzums dorglums?” which seems to fill 
the bill. 

Other people under the same circumstances will 
say: “Qos ittee bittee doggie is oo?” or (and equally 
bad): “Oh, 00 ootsie-wootsie bow- wow doggie.” 

There can, of course, be no comparison. 

When addressing a baby you will say: ‘“ Wazzums a 
babee—babee?” a question gracefully put and 
calculated to arouse any latent intelligence in the 
child. You will, however, hear persons of pre- 
sumably sound mind hanging around the child in 
order to relieve themselves of ‘ Dottum soos 
on ee feety so feeticums,” or in an incoherent 
mumble: “ Nyum-nyum-nyum.” 

If there is anything that fills a red-blooded 
man with disgust it is to hear another red- 
blooded man give way to baby talk. If there is 

anything that thrills a red-blooded man _ with 

pleasure it is to hear him indulge in it himself — 
mostly, however, with other people’s offspring. 

Personally the only kind of alien baby talk which strikes 

me as at all passable is that employed by blondes or particularly 
attractive brunettes in the gloaming. It is heard to best advantage when 
spoken about four inches from the ear—your ear. 

There is no use being ashamed of baby talk, no matter what may 

be the time of life. Those that escape it in their first childhood will fall 

the hardest in their second. 


Cc 













any aman is his own worst enemy, but 


time he tries to shave himself. 


EGGS. 


_ the breed of poultry had been so far improved that a hen 
would lay an egg stamped with the date, it was thought by many 

that no further advance was possible. 

This view, however, proved to be erroneous. 

For presently there developed the hen which would calmly proceed 
to lay 1913 eggs in 1912. 

“If automobiles, why not eggs?” reasoned the trade, and by that 
stilled whatever qualms its conscience might raise. 
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IDEAS: OF LITTLE ‘WILLIE. 


THE 


IV.—LitTLe WILLIF’s IDEA OF A DONKEY-ENGINE. 


he doesn't realize it until the first 


























THE BiG ONE.— Why, say! I wouldn’t let 
a little shrimp like you even black my boots! 





PRESIDENT MELLEN of the New Haven fully 
appreciates the hold which the town-meeting 
idea has on the section traversed by his lines, and 
makes it a point to have the railroad’s October 
annual meeting absolutely ‘‘open.’’ 
The result has been that at each of 
these meetings in recent years a 
number of small stockholders have been present, 
and there has been some pretty warm discussion. 
Whether because of the presence of Mr. Morgan, 
or for some other reason, the meeting last month 
was unusually quiet, none of the usual trouble- 
makers having anything tosay. Ultimately, the 
SS of it all got on Mr. Mellen’s nerves, he 
1aving come all prepared for a scrap, and he began 
prodding one of his erstwhile 


Right Out 
in Meeting. 


PUCK 


first depositors, it seems, was a cowboy with a good, 
steady job on a ranch near by, and a saving disposi- 
tion, who came in at the very beginning and 
announced that he was going to put in twenty-five 
dollars on the first of each month. 

‘*For three months all went very well. Then, 
one morning, when my friend was sitting alone in 
his little office, in breaks his cowboy depositor, his 
hand on his gun and blood in his eye. ‘Gimme 


JUST TO MAKE SURE. 





my seventy-five dollars,’ he yells, ‘gimme it quick, 
or I’1l blow you and your bank to hell!”’ 

‘*Very much astonished, my friend counted out 
seventy-five dollars in bills and pushed them across 
the counter. The angry man looked each one over 
carefully to see that 1t was genuine, and then with 
a nasty sneer and an ‘I /hought so,’ he started to 
walk out. 

‘*By that time my friend the banker had got 
back his nerve and called to the man to come back 
and tell him what was the matter, The cow- 
puncher hesitated a moment and then stepped back 
inside the door.’ ‘Here’s what’s the matter,’ he 
blustered. ‘Every time I put a bill in your bank I 
marked a cross on it in one corner. The other day 
when I was getting some change down at the store 
I got back one of my own bills. That’s a fine way 
to take care of people’s money !’”’ Franklin. 


I her man who makes the best of everything 
should never have occasion to complain of 
poor business provided he can sell his goods. 





hecklers to get up an argument. 
Finally the man got on his feet 
as if tosay something. Mr. Mellen 
leaned forward, the light of battle 
in hiseyes. ‘‘I move,’’ the small 





shareholder began, ‘‘a vote of 
confidence in the management of 
this enterprise.” 

At the hour of going to press 
Mr. Mellen'’s recovery is still 
considered doubtful. 


¥ 


ROBABLY when Mr. Whitridge, 
who runs the New York sur- 
face-car lines, made the statement 
that he ‘‘ would n’t think of arbi- 
trating with his cook,’’ he was 
quite sincere. ; 
But, assuming that Mr. Whit- 
ridge still Aas a cook, we cannot 
but feel that it is lucky for him that 
they don’t print things like that 
in the sort of papers cooks read. 


¥ 


“"rHE man who tries to start a 
bank in New York may 
have his troubles,’’ recently re- 
marked the head of one of the 
newer institutions 
on his return from 
a Western trip, 
‘“‘but they ’re nothing to those of 
the man who tries it in one of the 
towns out in the Southwest where 
they don’t know as much about 
banking as they do here. 

‘‘ While I was out ina little place near 
Tucson, Arizona, last month, a friend of 
mine who had started a bank there told 
me how he came near getting blown 
full of holes for his pains. One of his 








The Cowboy 
and the Banker. 





BLESSED ARE THE PACE-MAKERS. 


THE VILLAGE GROCER.—What are you running for, sonny? 
THE Boy.—I ’m trying to keep two fellers from fightin’. 
THE VILLAGE GROCER.—Who are the fellows? 

Tue Boy.—Bill Perkins and me! 


THE FLUNKIES. 


Diggrenrs Grorcia.—So you did n’t like the 
banks in New York, cunnel ? 

CoLONEL Kentuck.—No, suh! Every bank 
president was standing out on the front step 
same as they do here, but would you believe it, 
suh, every one of them was a coon, suh! 


THE MERRY CONVALESCENTS. 


a. the broad, cheerful porches the guests 
of the Sanitarium lounge and convalesce. 
The sunshine fills the air 
? with the fumes of cosmic 
wine; the birds sing re- 
joicings from the maples; 
all Nature seems to be on 
the ha-ha. 

And in the midst of this 
universal light - hearted- 
‘ness the convalescents ship 
the air full of the following: 

“It’s a fact, my dear, 
seven doctors gave me 
up — completely. They 
said 1 could n’t live two 
weeks. When they found 
out I was getting well they 
said they ’d never heard 
of anything like it. But 
<9 finns you see, when I was at my 

worst I said to my hus- 
III. band (he’s no more good 
TuHeLirt.e than a fly when anything 
Oxet.— You happens): ‘John,’ I said—” 
boots, etc., etc., etc 
didn’t you? “Indeed, it’s absolutely 
unique. Dr. Oxley himself 
told me I was the only case of it known to 
medical science. It began with simple chills 
and fever, but after that—” etc., etc., etc. 
“Really, I’d like to walk with you, but I 
have seven incurable diseases — yes, seven. 
I’ve been all over Europe looking for relief, 
but they told me everywhere they 'd never seen 
anything like it. In Berlin, for instance—” 
etc., etc., etc. 
‘Operations ! 





said 


I’ve had so many I’ve lost 
count. When I was operated 
on last in New York I told the 
surgeon my experience, and he 
said he’d never come across 
anything like it. And when I 
showed him —” etc., etc., etc. 


THE REAL BLOW. 


pus Excirep R.R. OrFt- 
cIAL.— Heard the news? 

SECOND SAME ‘THING.— Oh, 
not so bad. Only five killed — 
two of ’em brakemen. 

First.— But, my Heavens, 
didn’t you know that along 
with that vaudeville baggage 
we were carrying Jungleo, the 
$200,000 trained baboon? The 
wreck drove him crazy, and the 
owner’s getting ready to sue 
the road for his full value. 





ANSWERED. 


oo SCHOOL TEACHER.— 
What must we do to be 
saved? 
WILLIE BacKrow.— Make a 
noise like a premium coupon 
and crawl into a cigarette-box. 





‘ | ‘HE New Woman is an old pill with 
a new coating which man is 
expected to swallow. 
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Oe A FLY’S DEFI. 


AM a perfectly good fly, and one of 986,- 
743, 182,461, 220, 114, 117, 230, 649, - 
826, 423, 846,987,411,441. We are 
the largest family in the world, bar 
none. If my figures are doubted, 
have a census taken. 

With us, race suicide is unknown, and even 
T. R. could find no fault with the size of our 
families nor their activities. 

Not only is the hand of every man, every 
woman, and every child raised against us, but 
allthe birds and many reptiles and beasts consider 
flies the choicest titbits of the day. We are 
swatted, poisoned, trapped, and eaten, until the 
majority of us are true and confirmed pessimists. 

A fly’s life is not 
one long, sweet 
song. It’sacaseof 
dodge for twenty- 
four hours of each 
day. It’s as much 
as a fly’s life is 
worth to remain in 
one place over two 
seconds. This con- 
tinual activity has 
made our nerves 
sensitive. 

They are trying 
to destroy our 
family as they did 
the Indians, and a 
war of extermina- 
tion is now on. I 








PUCK 

















THE OLD MASTER AND THE KID... 


MILLIONAIRE PARENT (/ime 3 a.m.)—Anything to keep the dear child quiet. If he spoils the 
picture, we can easily get another for a few thousand dollars. 


wish to place this on record: It’s going to be 
some job. 

I acknowledge we live and breed on decayed 
flesh and vegetation, but whois to blame? We 
did n’t cause the decay, and if good meat was 
given us things might be different. You never 
heard of a fly selling bad meat, did you? No, 
you did n’t. 

Now, there is a lot of talk about flies carry- 
ing typhoid, yellow fever, and other germs. 
Well, we do, but don’t growl at us—kill the 
germs. We can’t keep the pesky things off. 
It’s just as annoying for us to be compelled to 
carry those things around as it is for you to get 
acquainted with them. 

What if we do annoy you in the morning? 
You ought to be up. The sun’s up, the birds 


Life is Just One Thing After Another 


pf 





are up, and worms are up, and you ought to be 
up. We try to cause early rising, but it’s no 
sinecure. ‘The airs human beings have are ex- 
asperating in the extreme. 

Our size is against us. If we were as large 
as elephants we would show you. As a race 
we are far superior to the human. We all 
work, we all marry, we all have large families, 
and we don’t write books, play bridge whist, 
make speeches, or run fool magazines. 

I have stood, not only silent contempt, but 
fierce warfare, long enough, and this is a kick. 
Why don’t our enemies clean up? Why don’t 
they have screens in their houses if they don’t 
want us in? Why don’t they cover up gar- 
bage and waste? Why don’t they prevent bad 
meat from being exposed? Why don’t they 
kill the germs? 
Why don’t they do 
away with swamps 
and mud-holes? 
Why don’t they 
disinfect? Why, 
if they are so 
smart, don’t they 
show it? I am 
through. Yours to 
annoy, A Fly. 


QO" colleges are 
not quite gone 
daft over athletics 
since they are still 


in possession of 
their faculties, 
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THE UBIQUITOUS MOVIES. 


A SYLVAN DELL, a brook, and flowers rare, 

With sparse-clad nymphs and satyrs dancing there; 

Thou deemst it ancient Greece. But no! The scene 
Is being caught by moving-film machine. 





What ho! The Father of His Country see! 
In ice-gripped boat serene and calm stands he. 
Oh, haste thee, George! Oh, haste thee! Dost not hear? 
Thy foe, the finish of the film, draws near! 


Lo! O’er yon hill a loving pair fast flies; 

Eftsoon her irate father tops the rise; 

Yet from this chase the thrill | swift can rob, 
father catches them he ‘ll lose his job. 


Why does that gent kiss lusciously that maid ? 
Be not alarmed! For kissing thus he’s paid. 
But paid in terms that seem a trifle hard, 

For kisses here bring so much by the yard. 


Ah me! Of yore we used romance to feel— 
’T is nowadays no longer real, but reel. 

We cannot travel, play, eat, sleep, or e’en 
We cannot sin lest caught by film machine. MELODRAMA OF THE FUTURE. 





; ‘*Unhand that man, Beatrice Blachart! I have foiled you ayain! 
I wonder, when the Day of Judgment gloats : 
O’er separating sheep from naughty goats, oo 
Will movies nail our goatness as we swing 
Adown the abyss? Then, Death! there ‘ld be thy sting ! in charge of the practice. I don’t know where he went. But Dr. Smith 
R. G. Bellah. is at the end of the hall, and you'll find that he, etc., etc., ete. 


MYSTERY THE SECOND. 


WUXTRY! WUXTRY! OrFice- Boy oF WILKs & HENNEBERRY, Attorneys-at-Law, Tucson, 
Arizona (¢o inguiring client) —Naw! Mr. Wilks he ain’t around. He 


ALL ABOUT THE MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCES!| was here last night, but a telegram come and he packed up sudden and 


MYSTERY THE FIRST. went away and won’t be back for twelve days. Mr. Henneberry’s in, 
NDIGNANT WOMAN IN CORRIDOR OF OFFICE BuiLpING, Petaluma, though. 
California (reading sign on door).—What! Dr. Slocum gone for MYSTERY THE THIRD. 


two weeks! What does this mean? 
Nurse (afologetically ).— To tell the truth, we don’t know ourselves. 
He was called out of town last night by a telegram, and left Dr. Smith 


PRESIDENT OF THE LapiEs’ Aip Society OF THE First Comei- 
NATED CuuRCH, North Side, Chicago (fo sympathetic 
Jriend). — My dear, I really don’t know what 
to make of it. Only yesterday Dr. Coombs 
sent me a little bouquet from the florist’s, 
and said he hoped to call on me this after- 
noon. And when I telephoned to the par- 
sonage this morning on business the house- 
keeper said that the Doctor had received 
a telegram last night, and had gone some- 
where for ten days. My dear, what can 
have happened ? 





MYSTERY THE FOURTH. 

SENIOR PARTNER OF Putts & CALLs, 
Brokers, Wall Street, New York (entering 
early and finding the floor messy ).— Miss 
Typo, where’s that upper office-boy ? 

Miss Typo.—I don’t know, Mr. Putts. 
But late yesterday afternoon when he was 
here he got a telegram, sir, that said he’d Wt, 
have to go away for a week. He told me 
he’d write you about it as soon as possible. 

SENIOR PARTNER (f/easant/y ).— Well, of all the blessed 
dad-binged !——! ——_! 





Cve., tC. 
SOLVED ! 

From the beginning of a two-column article in the Dav/y 
Campus: ‘ 

‘“ Affairs in the local camp took on a different aspect to-day, 
and congratulations are being showered on Graduate Manager 
Toothington for his urgent hurry-up telegram. He literally 
combed the country for coaching talent. 

“Answering the call came Butch Slocum, the famous ‘99 
half; Slugger Wilks, guard ’01; Big Devil Coombs, center ’o4: 
and Old Doc Deusenberry, last year’s intercollegiate quarter. 
It was the lure of the game that drew them. 

“The ginger they put into the practice was astonishing, and 





LITERALLY TRUE. even the pessimists admit that, in spite of our earlier defeats, the team 
LAWYER.—My retaining fee will be $5,000. will show championship calibre when it meets Rahrahvard on Sat- 
ALLEGED MURDERER.—Gee, it costs a lot to live, nowadays! urday in the last game of the season.” Horatio Winslow 


hat man who selects a wife as he would bis clothes, for her wearing 
qualities, may find that she'll wear him out. 











Dip n’T SPEAK THE LANGUAGE. 

Mrs. Mills was a woman of few 
words. One afternoon she went into a_ | 
music-store to buy the book of an | 
opera for her daughter. A salesman | 
walked up to her, and in her quiet way | 


Pears 


Everyone admires a clear 


Mrs. Mills said: ’ Senri It’ 
“¢ Mikado’ libretto.” |; Complexion. Ss an open 
The salesman frowned. | secret that Pears’ Soap 


“ What’s that, ma’am P” he said. 


“«Mikado’ libretto,” repeated the | et Pea ge ee . 
| ea oO miillons oO air 


woman. 
“Me no speakee Italiano,” he re- faces 
slied, shaki is ad. — Harper’ 
I lie 1, : iaking his head Hc ? af Sold in America and every other country. 
Magazine. e Sie Bote 





GoInG ONE Berrer. 
“Bang!” went the rifles at the 
maneuvres. ‘QOo-oo!” screamed the 
while I am in Europe.” pretty girl—a nice, decorous, surprised 
“And that is i | little scream. She stepped backward 
“The Hungarian goulash in session.” | into the surprised arms of a young man. 
— Washington Herald. “Oh!” said she, blushing, “T was 
—— frightened by the rifles. I beg your 


A 4 pardon.” 
rien | Not at all,” said the young man. 
Polish “Let’s go over and watch the artil- 


lery.”"—Cincinnati Times- Star. 


Fonp WIsH. 
“There’s one thing I want to see 














Parke; 


et 


WOES SUK 
« FATHER, is it true that two can live 
WiLL NOT SCRATCH | as cheaply as one?” 





“That’s the old saying, my dear.” 

“To you believe it?” 

“T think it can be done.” 

“ But if | marry George do you think 
you can manage to support him with 
| the sum vou now spend on me every 
| year?” —Detroit Free Press. 
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From a Copyright Photograpty 
by Pach Bros., N. ¥. 


PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors, Size 14x21 inches . Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 





ALL Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 
life-like picture, which has been pronounced by com- 
petent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the 


Democratic Standard Bearer. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


seteseacecas 











Saw Him Too. 

“Is Miss Browne in?” 

“No, Professor,” said the maid- | 

| servant. | 

“But I just saw her at the window.” | 

“Yes, and she saw you.”—Fivegende | 
Blatter. 


Mr. Henry Peck.—Do you think 
you can make a good portrait of my 
wife? 

Mr. BrusHaway.—My friend, I can 
make it so life-like you ’ll jump every 
time you see it.— Zhe Globe. 





Borrieo at tHE Sprincs, Buna Pest. Huncany 


DANGEROUS ‘TALK. 








“ Mother, I wish you would n't men- 





|ing on me.” 
“Why not, indeed ?” 
“1 don’t like it. 
common.” 
“Common, eli ? 
|}don’t we?” 
*- Of course.” 
‘And George knows we have to eat 
and use dishes?” 
“That's very true.” 
| ‘And George also knows that dishes 
| have to be washed, therefore som: body 


Away With Worthless Trusses j tion dishwashing when George is call- 
seth 


i / 


It sounds so very 





! 
We have to eat, 






Cuaranteed Rupture 
Holder on 60 Days Trial 


Here's something abselutely guer- 
ant to keep your rupture from 
| coming ont. Test it on 60 days trial and 
| see. If it doesn't hold at all times, then 
it won't cost you a single cent. 
Has relieved some of the worst cases on record—made them 99 
| entirely well. Doctors and surgeons who know of it recommend | has to wash them ? 
it instead of operation. No belt, no leg straps, vo springs. Is | . 
water. proof—will hold in bath. ¢ But, mother — 
Write for Free Book 4nd find out all abont it. Book is s wali 
“What now P 
“If you keep on talking about it 


| full of {wets never before put in print. Cloth-bound. 9 pages 
George may discover that you make 


} Explains why elastic and spring trusses cannot help you 
| Shows dangers of operation Exposes the humbug © appliances,” 

father wipe them, and he may think the 
same thing is coming to him if he should 


| “methods,” * plasters,” ete ill save you from wasting money 
propose to me.”— Detroit Free Lress, 


” 


| Shows why 60 days trial we allow is the only safe way to test 
| anything for rupture and how we offer you the only thing good 
enough to stand such a long and thorough test. 
Book gives over 5,000 voluntary endersements. Write for it 
| to-day—it tells you things you could never find out by going to 
doctors or drugstores. Address: 


| Box 130—Cluthe Co., 125 E. 23rd St., New York City 





OF THE ROAD. 


THE PRUDENT KNIGHT 











‘‘Here, my friend, take this overcoat. It belonged to my poor husband!” 


‘*Was your husband long ill, madam?” 

‘“*No. He died suddenly, poor fellow.” 

‘*And he was usually well and in good health?” 
**Oh, no one could have been better.” 

‘* Never had any rash or fever?” 

‘* Never.” 

‘*Good! Tell me, had he worn this overcoat often?” 
‘Two or three times at the most.” 

‘*Very well! Then be kind enough to havc it disinfected, my good lady. I 
will return for it to-morrow. It is not altogether my taste as to style, but a poor 


devil like myself cannot be too critical.”—Ze Rire. 





The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. CU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


THE Best ‘TiME To Go. 
“Aye want to buy a ticket to Sweden,” said the blond young person to the 
clerk at the booking-office. ‘Ave want a ticket to Gothenburg.” 
“When do you want to go?” asked the clerk in an impatient tone. 
“ Aye vant,” she said with simple directness, “to go van the boat starts ‘ 
—Saturday Evening Post. 
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QUATRAINS OF A DUCK SHOOTER. 





Landmarks of 
Typewriter Progress 


Such are all the recent developments of the 


Remington 


VISIBLE MODELS 
10 and 11 











Among these 
developments are: 


The Built-in Decimal Tabulator— 
which makes the decimal 
tabulating mechanism an inte- + 
gral part of the typewriter. 


The Tabulator Set Key—which 
eliminates all hand setting of 
the tabulator stops. 


The Column Selector—which de- 
termines, by the stroke of a single 
key, the exact point on each line 
where the writing is to begin. 


The Adding and Subtracting Remington 

(Wahl poe deel )—which combines in one — 
typewriter, and in one the functions 
of the writing machine and the adding machine. 


Every one of these new developments is an evidence of the perpetual 


leadership of the Remington Typewriter. llustrated booklet descriptive of all 
recent Remington improvements, sent on request. 


Remington Typewriter Company 
New ey ~ 


Adding and Su 
Remington 










They say the season is a little soon, 

When one has waited till his heart is sick; 
If so, thank Heaven for so great a boon. 
It can’t come any—’Sh! Not yet—a loon! 


Thou welcome herald of the host behind, 
‘Tell me what fortune I may hope to find 
When are they coming, and where are they 
now? 


~ Tr , THE KIND YOUR 
Or am I too early—’Sh! Get in the blind! | 

' | GRANDFATHER 
A bunch of pintail over on the right, USED 
| Pushing the record both for speed and height, | STILL THE BEST. 


Alas! for caution and these number fives— | 
But, great Diana, what a pretty sight! 











Note style 


| B@esgemea| o% bottling 


| Go it, thou long-tailed—What, they ’re com- 
ing in? 
The tame decoy begins to nod and grin. 
Flapping his wings to show himself alive, 


| ia : 

And filling the morning with his eager din. | Te. —— 
A flash of shadows on the grassy lake | 7 This a ne 

A fi grassy lake, | Guaranteed 
Original 

ackage. 





| The rush of pinions, and the knees a-shake. 
| Where are they now? By Jove! They’re 

going off! | 
| Ye that have hearts prepare to let them ache. | 





Is it not exquisite—the pain, I mean? 

lhink of the massacre that might have been, 
| Nimrod triumphant and the terrified 
And picked survivors getting off the scene! 


A taste that 
you can recognize and a 
smoothness that you will 
Eh! What? The devil! Didn’t I get any-| remember. 


No—here they come again! Well, I should 
say! 


3oom—double boom—and boom-de-ay ! 


| 
| thing ? BeRNHEIM DISTILLING Co 
Iflow—how— how—how could that happen, Lovisvitte Ky. 

| anyway? 
| 








— St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 


Met Sir Ernest Shackleton in a grill-room a day or two ago, and found 
him rather displeased with a tough steak. “I am reminded,” he said, “of a 
bootmaker who said to one of my fellows, on returning from our last expedition: 
‘How did you like the boots I made for you?’ ‘Best | ever tasted,’ was the 
| reply.”—London Opinion, 


Take PUCK and Laugh ! 








| Laugh and Grow Fat ! 
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THE CAKE TAKEN. 


THe O.p Lapy.—What’s the matter with the little boy? 

His ELDER BroTHER.—Oh, ’e’s crying ’cos I’m eatin’ my cake and won't 
give ’im any. 

THE-OLD Lapy.—Is his own cake finished, then ? 

His E-per BrotHKR.—Yes; an’ ’e cried while I was eatin’ that too.— Zhe Sketch. 


Every lover of a good cocktsi should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your getting 
the very be-t. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


~ Coming, Sir, 


| 


_ Coming!! 


And Let Me Give 
You a Tip: 






SUBSCRIBE FOR 


roe 


The Foremost and Most Widely 
Quoted Humorous Weekly 





As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artigis are among the bea. 

@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political hifory of the times. 
@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


If your newsdealer does n’t handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 


PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me a liberal package of sample copies of 


Tell Your Newsdealer = Puck. 
OP 1a : Name : SSO6e 055600005enseneds 
uc | MOBS .cccccovcccsccccccccoccceccoooseece 
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HIS STATICN AND FOUR ACES. 
L : By Gordon Grant. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in. é 
— s = : E DOLLAR. 
HUNGRY. PRICE ON 
Bv George Blake. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in. THE PEARL IN THE OYSTER. NN 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. By Carl Hassman., Photogravure in Carbon Black, 11x 8 in, tre 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. Zz 
Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann nse 
i iia — — ) Si 
on 
Copyright 1906 by Keppler & Schwarsmann H 
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| | ; 
| | ; 
| | | | 
| ganrtl CY Re 
PARLOR 
} : 
| | de 
| Photogravures from PUCK ' 
| james . 
‘Y ia re MAKE HANDSOME ] 
¥ yy | DECORATIONS FOR | 
| ae COLLEGE ROOMS | | 
THE OBSERVATION CAR. Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 12 in. P Sener, - Lote 
By Gordon Grant. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. CLUB ROOMS ~ sah a3 y TS 
THE PARLOR | “IWONDER'WHAT'S*WELPING MASTER?” 
THE LIBRARY By Mark Fenderson. 
Caggright 1910 by & eae F Photogravure in Sepia, 8 x 11 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 
| THE “DEN” 
} 
, | . Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarrmann aie, 1 
| Send Ten Cents for Fifty-page r 
Catalogue of Reproductions | 
in Miniature 
| 
Address 
PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette St. NEW YORK. 
A aA ; 
TIME, THREE A. M.— ASLEEP AT LAST. | 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. By Angus MacDonail, Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann | 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. an a 5-49 = | 
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Copyright 1906 by Keppler & Ech wartmaan 
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anpunteiaiainihabiialiuinte Seemed ae 
EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Shef Clarke. By Carl Hassman. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 12x9 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. eee ae sleapiiaial Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 
A STORY WITHOUT WORDS, By Gordon Grant. PRIDE ONE BOLLAG. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 11 x 8 fn. PRICE 26 CENTS. Smaller Size, 11 x 8 in. Price Twenty-five Cents. ; | 
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UNTIMELY. 
=== . A darky, coming around a corner| 
For Liquor and Drug Users in a Texas town last winter, was met 
s i é itter 
A scientifjc remedy that has cured nearly oid on ase the _ with a blow of bitte 
half a million in .the past thirty-two years. cold north win Pi ous, 
Administered by medical specialists at “Huh!” he said indignantly, “ whar 
Keeley Institutes only. Write for particulars wuz you lass July ?”—Harper's. 
— h win : 
F | To the nae apie boca “Wuart,” she asked, with a haughty 
. o jon. » » 5. HL it 
a | ——_,- Grab Ovenard, Ky. Ramale, 8. T. 4246 Fifth ave. sneer, “what would the Garden of 
| San Franeiseo, Cal. Portland, Me. White Plains, N. Y. eh oo 1 Eden be without an Eve?” 
i West Haven, Conn, Lexington, Mass. Columbus, Ohio. Salt Lake City, Utah. “ M tee EB 
Jacksonville, Fin. Kansas City, Ho. Portiand, Ore. Toronto, Ontario. “ Well,” he calmly replied, “it would 
J Atlanta, Ga. St. Louis, No., Philadelphia, Pa, Winnipeg, Man. : ¢ : f 
4 Dwight, Il, 2901 Locust St. 812 N. Broad St. London, Eng. probably have been quiet, for one 
’ thing.” — Zhe Cause. 
f en — _ ————E an — ee 
5 


; «“ Now they are trying to make the 
|! cactus edible.” 

«{ don’t think we need a vegetable 
shad.’— Washington Herald. 


+ Dip you get your shirt back from 


hiclets 


REALLY DELIGHTFUL 











the laundry?” | 
« Yes, but not the front.”"— ew York | hy ¢ nty Mint ered 
x 19 in, American. Dai '( ry) 


NEW BOOKS—“The Hair’’—its physiology. | 


inatomy, diseases and treatment — a scientific 





Candy Coated 
Chewing Gum 


treatise recently published by the European specialist | 
H. ). Achersbaug, M.M.D. (Norway). has —— 2 — | 
sensatior Its wonderful results have astonished the | J k d 
adios oe tm »ssion.”"—News. The Book, WITH SWORN ust as your octor 
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eipt of 6c. for postage, &c. Address the author, 
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Chiclets. Doctors, 
dentists and trained 


nurses use and recom- 
mend Chiclets for their 
patients’ use and use 
|| them themselves in the 
sick-room, the office or 
home. That exquisite 
peppermint, the {rue mint, 
makes Chiclets the refine- 


ment of chewing gum for 


people of refinement. 

Look for the Bird Cards in the 
packages. You can secure a beau- 
| tiful Bird Album free. 


For Sale at ail the Better Sort of Stores 
5c. the Ounce and in 5c., 10c. and 25c, 
Packets ; 
SEN-SEN CHICLET 
COMPANY 
Metropolitan 
Tower 


New York 
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FOR » MEN OF BRAINS 


1GARS. 


"MADE AT KEY ‘WEST 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


3 t and 36 Bleecker Stree ? 
Sosnc H WAREHOUSE: 20 eamen Street, § 


All kinds of Paper made to order. | 
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Puck Proofs 


Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. pills three times a day, and a drop of whisky at bedtime.” 





New YorK. 
































‘*T hope you are following my instructions carefully, Sandy—the 


‘* Weel, sir, I may be a wee bit behind wi’ the pills, but I’m aboot 
six weeks in front wi’ the whusky.”— 7%e Zatler. 
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You like to HUNT and FISH 


You like to go 
Eee. CAMPING— 


a then surely you will enjoy 

my the National Sportsman 

E magazine, with its 160 richly 
{illustrated pages, full to over 
flowing with interesting stor- 
fes and valuable information 
about guns, fishing tackle, 














} Copyright 1906 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 











camp outfits—the best places 
to yo for fish and game, and 
a@ thousand and one valu 


able “How to" hints for 
Sportsmen. The National 
Sportsman is just like a 
big camp fire in the woods 
where thousands of good fel 
lows gather « mce a month and 
Spin stirring yarns about their 
experiences with rod, dog, rifle 
and gun. Think of it, twelve 
found trips to the woods for 
8 $1.00 bill 


SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 


Just to show you what it's 
like, we will send you the 
National Sportaman 
magazine for three months 
and your choice of a 
handsome National 
Sporteaman Hroth- 
\ erhood emblem in 

the form of a Lapel 
\ Button, Scarf Pin, 
Or a Watch Fob, 
as here shown, on 
feceipt of osc in 
stamps or coin. 
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By W. E. Hiil. 
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AS IT SEEMED TO HIM. Photo Gelatine Print, r2 x9 in. 
By Gordon Grant. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Ten Cents for Fifty-Page Catalogue of 
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loving National 
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i |_ 295-309 Lafayette Street New York | Address PUCK, 295-309 halatie Street, New York ert tay. 








This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 

productions in Miniature pont delay - 
funting, Fishing, 
Camping, Nature- 



































‘ National Sportsman Magazine, 78 Federal St., Bestes. 
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